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One 


Author's Notes: 
If this doesn't make you smile, well, don't comment. Heh. 


Most of this conversation would have actually happened in Finnish. 


Nod to a line out of "Pandemics Suck" by therealtortilla re: Vanhala on Liimatainen. Also in reference to a fic 


I've been working for 2 years, yet unpublished. 


The ‘partner look thing goes back to something an ex said that has always stuck in my craw. 


It was a fine day, first day out of lockdown. There was only one music store in Kemi. Markus had been there 
to visit Jani when he'd been more or less trapped there by the mandates and thankfully, they'd not gotten sick 
in general or of each other. Liberal amounts of pizza and beer probably helped with the latter, though they'd 
had to take up the dreaded activity of jogging to balance all the carbs. 


The store was small, to be expected in a city of only 20K, but with luck they'd be able to make a trip to a 
more comprehensive outlet to the south in Oulu soon. They were surprised, after having pored over the 
guitars, amps, effects, new recording programs and all the accessories necessary to run it all for several 
hours, to find a display of clothes, the kind Jani supposed that international fans rather than musicians in their 
part of the world favored. 


Markus picked through the racks of black leather and metal pieces, and other clothing that was also mainly in 
black, though there were some in screaming colors, pink and yellow. "How about this?" he giggled over a suit 


that was half white, half Barbie pink. 
Jani snorted and rolled his eyes. "No bell bottoms for me." 


"Ok, well then what about this?" Markus had that manic gleam in one eye and his beard seemed to have a life 
of its own, like during a blistering solo or whatever tangent he might be on. This time he held a black leather 


harness. 


"That belongs in a sex shop," Jani opined. He crossed his arms. "Anyway, whatever small amounts of money we 
might be lucky enough to scrape together should be spent on the band, and by that | mean for making music, 
not for.. ornamentation. No one wants to see pudgy, middle-aged, balding guitarists in this stuff. 


"| beg to differ," Markus argued, aggrieved. "We could get matching" 

Aa 

"But we have matching guitars. Sort of. What about partner look for stage clothes, too?" 

"What do you mean, ‘partner look?" Jani mocked. “That is no+ a thing. Do you even speak English?" 


"I just did! Duh!" Markus rolled his eyes so hard they ached afterwards. "Look, | got a small inheritance during 
lockdown. An uncle. COVID." He had received the news by email and hadn't mentioned it before. 


"Oh, shit man, I'm really sorry!" Jani might not be the most mannerly person ever, but he knew that much. He 
thought maybe he should hug his friend. Markus was certainly that type, but what if it went somewhere he 
wasn't ready to go. Ah well, he'd been in this band for over two years officially already and longer than that, 
unofficially. He approached with open arms. The other man glomped him as Jani knew he would, but let him go 
when Jani stiffened. In more than one way, though Markus said nothing. Other than.. "So how about some of 


these leather lace-up pants in honor of my uncle. I've always wanted a pair." 


Jani sighed, but it was for show that time. "Alright, you win. But don't expect me in motorcycle boots and a 


collar." 


"We'll leave that for Niilo." 


Jani grinned evilly. "Ill tell him you said so." 
"Don't you darell" 


Fin. 


